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And naught to do in this workshop for myself alone have I;

No separate life is mine, all is His, afar and anigh.

No choice was mine as to come to the world or from hence to hie;

No reason to cry, CI am!' Ll am!' m my hands doth lie.

O that I knew what I am, what is mine, in this workshop here!

The earth is the carpel of Power, and the sky the pavilion of Might,
The wandering stars and the fixed are Nature's flambeaux alight.
The world is the wonderful issue of Mercy's treasures bright;
With the pictured pages of life is the book of omniscience dight.
O that I knew what I am? what is mine, in this workshop heic!

Existence we hold in trust, and our life is a bonowed loan.
In His slaves were the boast of rule as a claim to share with the One.
The service due by the slave is in lovely obedience shown.
That He deign to call me cMy slave,' is a fair and a gracious boon.
O that I knew what I am, what is mine, in this workshop here!

I am poor and empty of hand, yea, but bounty fiee is of God5
Net-being's my only virtue, the while to Be is of God;
For birth of Not-being or Being the almighty decree is of God;
The roll of the waves on the Seen and Unseen's boundless sea is of God.
O that T knew what I am, what is mine, in this workshop here!

His gracious bounty's table supplieth my daily bread;

My breath by the breath of the mercy of God the Lord is shed;

My portion comes from the favours that flow from the Heavenly stead;

My provant is from the Kitchen of Providence bespread.

O that I knew what I am, what is mine, in this workshop here!

Naught may I take to myself, unallotted, of wet or of dry;
From the land nor yet from the ocean, from the earth nor yet from the sky;
The gold or the silver will come which by Fortune hath been laid by;
None other thing may I grasp than my destiny doth supply.

O that I knew what I am, what is mine, in this workshop here!

The lines of the waves of events are the work of the Master's pen,
Illumed in the Master's studio is the scroll of the Worlds the Twain,
The warp and weft of His robe wrap earth and sky again,
The painted shapes in His Book of Kings are the forms of men. 1
O that I knew what I am, what is mine, in this workshop hcie!

i The cBook of Kings,' or Sh&h-Ndma, of Firdawsi, manuscript copies of which
are usually decorated with miniature paintings representing incidents in the history.